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horses that can conceal their goings and comings
from the experts of the secret police. Good afternoon,
Ryan."
" Good afternoon, Mr M'Whizzle/' said the groom.
He had looked around and found to his relief that the
Chief of the Secret Police's chuprassy had cleared off
on the approach of the party.
" Can we see Old Joke, Mr Ryan? " asked Maud,
" Certainly, Miss," replied the head groom.
Maud disappeared into the stable, followed by
Nixon.
"How is it?" asked Mr Templeton, nodding his
head towards the door.
"Couldn't be better, sir/' replied the groom in a
satisfied voice. "Ahmat h?~d 'im out this morning.
Took him along hard for two furlongs. Came back
a fair treat. 'E's a dead cert for the race. Take my
word for it"
" There's a chance for you, M'Whizzle, to make a
little," said Mr Templeton, banteringly.
" How can that be done? "
" Put fifty dollars on Old Joke for the Derby. Ryan
says he's bound to win."
" It wouldn't do for a man in my position to bet,"
said the Chief of the Secret Police positively.
"Why don't you, then, Mrs Nixou?" asked the
merchant. " You can't lose."
"I wouldn't say 'can't lose/ sir," said Ryan,
cautiously. " Everyone in Singapore doesn't think as
we do. The Rajah of Tidatau has two certain runners.
They say he's put his shirt on one of them. If fae
loses he's done for."